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INTRO 


Jason Shrinkle, a brave American journalist who’s against mainstream 
media and stuff, travels to Russia to interview Vladimir Putin. He’s 
planning to ask the president about the war in Ukraine and about the US- 
Russia relations. 


AN INTERVIEW WITH 
PUTIN 


ne sunny morning, a white private jet landed in Moscow. 


It was still moving, but the sole passenger, an American truth-seeking 
journalist Jason Shrinkle, could already see a rather menacing group of 


people who had arrived to meet him. There were fifteen men, each dressed 
in a military uniform. At least half of them were armed. From the look of it, 
you could guess someone very important had arrived to Russia. But in 
reality, it was just an American pro-Russian propagandist. 

In the head of the greeting group stood a man Jason Shrinkle had only seen 
in news before and whom he respected infinitely for all the atrocities 
committed over the years. The man was none other than Ramzan Kadyrov, 
the head of the Chechen Republic of the Russian Federation. 


Shrinkle was trying to calm himself down. Don't be stupid, they won’ hurt 
you. You are on their side! Just don’t forget to kiss Ramzan Kadyrov’s boot. 
The journalist got out of the plane, carrying a wide box with a present for 
Vladimir Putin, whom he’d come a long way to interview. He went down 
the airstair and faced the group of Chechens. Increasingly nervous, Jason 


got on his knees and, with his heart drumming louder than the planes 
around, kissed the right boot of the Chechen leader and then got back up. 
Once this humiliating ceremony was over, Ramzan Kadyrov spoke, “My 
friend Jason, don! Welcome to Russia, don! I’ve seen so many of your 
videos, don, where you’re destroying rational people, don, with your 
preposterous arguments, don! You’re doing such a great favor, don, to our 
country, don!” 

Don was a parasite of a word Ramzan Kadyrov used a lot. 

Jason Shrinkle almost shed a tear. The kind greeting soothed him a little bit. 
“Thank you, Ramzan Akhmatovych. It’s a great honor.” he said. 

Ramzan Kadyrov joyfully clapped his hands. “Hey, Jason, meet my son, 
don! Adam, come closer, don!” 

A young lad with puffy cheeks wearing a black military beret approached 
them. He nodded to Jason and curtly said, “Welcome.” 

Ramzan Kadyrov hugged his son, “This boy will one day rule Chechnya 
just like I do, Allah my witness, don! He will be even better than me, don! I 
am torturing two gays per week, he’Il be torturing a hundred, don! Am I 
right, Adam?!” 

“Yes, father.” 

“Show Jason your knuckles, Adam!” 

Adam showed his knuckles. They were bloody, like a TB patient’s 
handkerchief. 


Ramzan Kadyrov said with visible pride, “Just an hour ago, my son, don, 
beat up a young liberal from Sevastopol, don, who burned a copy of Quran, 
don! We handcuffed the bastard and Adam, don, beat him up, don, so hard, 
don, that he’!l never dare to insult our sacred book again, don!” 
“T’m sure he never will.” smiled Jason Shrinkle. 
“Of course he won’t! He’s dead, don!” said one of the most powerful 
politicians in Russia and laughed like a baby that has just seen a funny 
cloud. 
“Jason, you will stay in my palace, don, I will show you my basement, don, 
where I torture people, don. Don’t be afraid, don, I'm not gonna torture 
you!” 
Ramzan jokingly hit Jason on the shoulder. The hit was hard, like he was 
trying to kill an annoying bug. Jason shuddered and let out a fearful fart, but 
then quickly changed his frightened expression to a sycophantic smile. 
Like any bully, Ramzan Kadyrov liked to scare people. Only those, of 
course, who couldn’t hurt him back. 
The Chechen leader had a motorcade of seven black cars. He got into the 
main limousine together with his son and Jason. In a few minutes, the cars 
started moving. 
The interview was scheduled for the next day, May 7". The day Putin was 
to be inaugurated for the fifth time as the president of the Russian 
Federation. Ramzan Kadyrov happily agreed to take the American 
journalist as a guest in his palace. No one could ask for a better place to 
stay. Also, the safest. Kadyrov’s family was guarded 24/7 by his own 
military men. 

KK AK 
The cars, noisy with sirens, swooshed through the Russian streets. Jason 
Shrinkle was looking out of the window. 
By the entrance to the Park Kultury subway station stood a store where 
stolen Ukrainian kids were sold. 


There was a guy standing in front of the building, yelling, “Ukrainian kids, 
everybody! Buy a kid at a modest price before the Special Military 
Operation is over!” 

On the Red Square, there was an event dedicated to Vladimir Putin winning 
the election. There was a big stage and a giant screen that was showing 
whoever was standing on the stage. A lot of Russian flags. 

Ramzan Kadyrov asked Jason, “Jason, don, do you want to stop and look, 
don, at the show, don? They have done, don, an amazing job, don, I think, 
don, with the decorations, don.” 

“T would love to, Ramzan Akhmatovych.” 

“Please, don, call me Ramzan, don. You are, don, my friend now.” 

Jason thought, Goddammit, did he say “don” or “don’t”? I don’t want to 
ask, what if he gets upset! I guess I’ll take a chance. It had to be “don”, 
otherwise, his reply doesn’t make sense. 

“Okay... Ramzan.” 

The Chechen leader smiled, Jason relaxed. 

Oh, my God! Ramzan Kadyrov says I’m his friend! Iam so happy! I hope 
my father sees me from Heaven! 


So, they stopped to watch the show. There was a guy on the stage, his name 
was Roma Shock, he was a rapper. And he was rapping his new song about 
how there were gays in Berlin, therefore, Russia had to bomb Ukrainian 
cities. Roma Shock explicitly made fun of Ukrainians hiding in subway 
stations during missile attacks. The crowd loved it, they were singing along 
and waving little Russian flags. They were mostly young people, which was 
the most disturbing thing about it. The Internet generation of Russians. 

RK AK 
In an hour, the motorcade was already rolling through the streets of Grozny, 
the capital of the Chechen Republic. Jason Shrinkle was counting murals 
depicting Ramzan Kadyrov. 
When the car stopped in front of the familial palace, the journalist had 
counted twelve. Every mural had been created by order of Ramzan Kadyrov 
himself. It made him feel really important, riding in his expensive car and 
seeing his big face on every block. 
“Did you see the murals, don?” he asked Jason, willing to make sure. 
“Yes, Ramzan, I have seen them, they’re beautiful.” 
“T tell them to make one new mural, don, once every two months, don. I 
want my face to be everywhere, don, it makes me feel like I’m Allah, don. 
Very pleasant feeling, don.” 
“Remarkable idea!” 
“IT know, don, I know. Okay, don, we’ve arrived. I will show you the palace, 
don.” 
They got out of the car. Ramzan’s residence was no doubt a thing of beauty. 
64 thousand square meters, which is approximately 10 football fields. The 
palace had been built before the war in Ukraine, in 2012, at the cost of 
almost 10 billion rubles. The price was known to everybody, it was written 
on a giant rotating billboard in front of the gates. 


Ramzan, Adam, and their American guest strolled towards the main 
entrance along the trim lawns. Five solemn bodyguards followed them. 
Like every rich moron, Ramzan Kadyrov liked gold. So, a lot of furniture, 
mirrors and columns in the building were covered in gold. Actual gold. 
Ramzan Kadyrov was extremely wealthy. He always said his money came 
from Allah, but the reality was different, obviously. His main source of 
money was Vladimir Putin. He paid Kadyrov for loyalty. Once in a while, 
Ramzan visited Putin in the Kremlin and kissed his boot for an hour. If you 
joked about Ramzan kissing Putin’s boot, you ended up in a basement and 
was beaten up and killed. Another source of income was a tax collected 
every month from every citizen of Chechnya. If you refused to pay the tax, 
you ended up in a basement and was beaten up and sometimes killed. 


“T ordered to prepare a room for you, don. It’s on the second floor, don.” 
“Thank you, Ramzan.” 

They were walking through a long hallway on the first floor. There was a 
line of photographs and paintings on the wall. They stopped by the first one. 
“This is my portrait, don.” 

“T figured. Such a wonderful portrait!” Jason Shrinkle said. He didn’t really 
admire the work that much, but it needed to be said in order to please 
Ramzan Kadyrov. And Ramzan Kadyrov was indeed pleased. 

“Come closer, don.” 

Jason did. 

“You see this, don?” 

Ramzan Kadyrov was showing Jason a price tag which was attached to the 
bottom right corner of the portrait and which the journalist hadn’t noticed 
before. It said, 500 000 rubles. 

“This is how much, don, I paid, don, for this portrait, don.” Ramzan said 
and stared at Jason, expecting to see astonishment in his face. Jason felt it 
and acted accordingly. 

“Amazing!” 

“IT know, don. This is how rich I am, don. This is what I can spend, don... 
No problem, don!” 

Tumed out, every single thing in the palace had a price tag on it. Every 
piece of furniture, every column. 

They continued strolling through the hallway. Ramzan pointed his finger at 
the next thing. It was a framed photo of him smiling and hugging a 
Hollywood actress Jennifer Stonegold. The price tag said, 100000 dollars. 
“This is Jennifer Stonegold, don. She’s an actress, don, a very famous 
actress, don, from Hollywood, don. You must know about her, Jason, 
because Hollywood, don, is in America, don, and this is, don, where you’re 
from, don.” 

“Yes, I know about Jennifer Stonegold, Ramzan.” 

“T paid her 100000 dollars, don. She was with me, don, for the whole 
evening, don. We were talking, don, she was smiling for me, don! She is 
very famous, don!” 

“Yes, Ramzan.” 

They continued to the next photo. 


“Hey, look at this, don. This is, don, my little joke, don.” Ramzan was 
pointing at a portrait of Anna Politkovskaya, a journalist, famous for 
criticizing him and Vladimir Putin. She had been killed in 2006, a few days 
after calling out Ramzan Kadyrov on TV. 
“This woman was talking trash about me, don. She thought she was very 
smart, don! Look at her now, don!” Around Anna’s face, there were dicks 
drawn and obscenities written. 
“T drew the first dick, don. This one, you see, don? On the day this woman 
died, don, I ordered to hang her portrait here, don. And then I drew this 
dick, don, and then my friends wrote some things too, don!” Ramzan 
Kadyrov laughed like a mentally challenged donkey. 
“Adam, what did you write, don?” 
“This, father.” the young Kadyrov pointed his finger at Tupaya suka, 
written right above Politkovskaya’s left ear. 
Anna had been a person much smarter and braver than the people who were 
now making fun of her portrait. The problem is: Russia is ruled by dumb 
narcissistic douchebags like Ramzan Kadyrov. That’s why he was well and 
lived in luxury and Politkovskaya had been in the ground for eighteen 
years. 

KK AK 
In the palace, there was a dining room with a long table. That's where the 
notorious Chechen family and their American guest gathered to eat later 
that day. Besides the people already mentioned, Ramzan Kadyrov's mother, 
Aimani, and his wife Medni were present. 
Ramzan lifted his hands and exclaimed, “Allah, don, thank you, don, for 
this meal, don, that we’re having, don, because of you, don!” 
“Ameen.” said everybody and started eating. 
There were salads, drinks and meat. Jason tried a piece of meat and got 
goosebumps. It was so delicious, he’d never eaten meat like that before. So, 
he asked, “Ramzan, this meat has such a peculiar taste! Can you tell me 
what animal it is?” 
Ramzan giggled, “It’s not an animal, don, it’s that liberal, don, who burned 
a copy of Quran, don.” 
“Really?! Tastes great!” 
“As Quran says, don: You shall beat to death, don, everyone who doesn’t 
believe in Allah, don, and then cook them and eat them, don.” 


|!” 


“Quran says that?!” Jason was astonished. 
“Yes, don, but without dons, don.” 
“Yeah, I figured.” 
The American pro-Russian journalist continued eating the cooked flesh of 
the Russian liberal, thinking, Jesus, I gotta read that Quran, sounds like a 
great book! 

oR KK 
After the dinner, Ramzan Kadyrov took his son Adam and his guest Jason 
to the basement. There were a lot of rooms. In one of them, an old Chechen 
man was strapped to a metal chair. He had a piece of gray duct tape on his 
mouth and looked extremely exhausted. When Ramzan, Adam and Jason 
entered the room, the man looked up, focused a hopeless gaze on Ramzan 
for a bit, then relaxed his head again and it fell to his chest. 
“This man, don, he was talking to journalists, don, and he told them, ‘Oh, 
it’s unfair, don, that we’re living in despair, don, in a dilapidated house, 
don, while Ramzan Kadyrov lives in a palace, don!’” 
“Is that what he said?!” Jason was amazed at the old man’s impudence. 
“Yes, don, but without dons, don.” 
“Yeah, I figured.”. 
“Now, Jason, don, I want you to know, don, that I respect my people’s 
wishes, don. This man, don, no longer lives in a dilapidated house, don. We 
burned his house to the ground, don!” 
Ramzan laughed and then spoke to the prisoner. 
“You heard that, don? I've solved your problem, don. Now, I’m gonna 
remove the duct tape, don, and you’re gonna thank me, don. And if I find 
your words to be insincere, don, my son and I will beat you, don. We will 
beat you badly, don, and then we will drive you to the ruins of your house, 
don, and we will throw your bloody sack of a body, don, to the feet of your 
crying wife, don. So, try to be believable, don!” 
The leader of Chechnya approached the old man and removed the duct tape. 
The man was on the verge of tears, he started mumbling, “I am... so sorry, 
Ramzan Akhmatovych. Please... forgive me for my unacceptable behavior. 
Thank you... Thank you for burning down my house, Ramzan 
Akhmatovych.” 
At this point, the man started crying. 


“Now, don, are these tears of gratitude, don?” Ramzan said and looked over 
at Jason, to make sure the guest was amused too. And Jason was amused, 
very much. For him, it was like watching The Birth of a Nation for the first 
time again. 

“Indeed, Ramzan Akhmatovych! I am... I am crying because I am... so 
grateful, Ramzan Akhmatovych. Please, forgive me, I am a stupid old man, 
Ramzan Akhmatovych.” 

Ramzan Kadyrov didn’t really consider letting the man go without serious 
injuries. After a few minutes of pleading, the two Kadyrovs commenced to 
pummel the defenseless hostage. 

There was a lot of blood. And then, an hour into the beating, when the man 
could hardly breath, and every time he did breathe, a little fountain of blood 
spouted out of his mouth, Ramzan was like, “Jason, don, come over here, 
don, kick him in the stomach, don.” 

And Jason did, but very gently. He thought, Maybe if my kick finishes the 
man, Ramzan won’ appreciate it. I’m a foreigner, in the end of the day. 

The old Chechen didn’t die. He was packed into a van, driven to the ruins 
of his house and thrown to the feet of his crying wife. 

And Jason Shrinkle, being extremely tired, went to the guest room. He 
opened the door. The lights were on. There was a wide bed, a little table and 
a tall wardrobe. Three windows, no balcony. Everything had a price tag on. 
The bed cost 200 thousand dollars. Jason was like, Jesus Christ, what kind 
of a bed is this?! The room was connected to a bathroom with shiny golden- 
colored tiles on the walls. Jason's suitcase was unpacked, his two spare suits 
and three white shirts were already in the wardrobe. The journalist took off 
his clothes, switched off the lights in the room and then in the bathroom, 
fell on the bed and dozed off without even brushing his teeth. 


OK KOK 


He woke up at 5 in the morning, yawned, crawled out of the bed and went 
to take a piss. There was an aureate price tag attached to the toilet tank, 
right by the push button. Needless to say, the toilet was very expensive. But 
it worked like a regular toilet. 

A similar price tag was on the left side of the sink. 

Jason took a piss, washed his face and brushed his teeth. Then he came 
back and sat on the edge of the bed. 


I wonder if there are cameras in here... Probably. No reason to look for 
them, though. I don’t want them to think I’m a spy. I don’t want to end up 
being tortured in Ramzan Kadyrov’s basement. You have to be careful with 
these people, even though you’re on the same side. 
Jason reached for his backpack and got out a printed copy of his questions 
to Vladimir Putin, which had all been approved a week before that. He 
looked through them a couple of times. 
I won‘ fail. Everything will go smoothly. Okay... Now, I have to get dressed. 
Someone knocked on the door. 
“Yes?” 
“T am a maid, Dagmara. I have brought you a cup of coffee.” 
“With milk?” 
“Yes.” 
“Great, come in.” 
A very young girl entered, carrying a tray. She was about fifteen years old, 
had big black eyes. She put the tray with the cup on the table and said, ‘Our 
dear and beloved Ramzan Akhmatovych will see you as soon as you finish 
your coffee and dress up.’ 
“Okay, thank you.” 
Dagmara bowed. 
Jason thought, God, I like it when a woman knows her place. 
He didn’t voice this compliment, though. He thought maybe telling this to a 
Chechen girl might anger Ramzan Kadyrov. 
When the girl left, Jason took out his fresh blue suit, a white shirt, put it all 
on the bed, took the cup and went to the windows. He could see the gates 
he’d come through the day before. The view was fantastic. Such big 
beautiful gardens, so much green! The territory was almost as large as the 
territory of the White House in Washington. 
Jason looked at the banner with the price of the palace which was visible 
from everywhere in Grozny. The journalist thought, Wow... Ten billion 
rubles... It’s... probably a lot! 

KK AK 
The inauguration was to begin at noon. Jason was sitting with Ramzan 
Kadyrov in the limousine, on the opposite seats were Adam Kadyrov and 
Magomed Daudov, Ramzan’s closest confidant. Daudov was a grim person. 
He had eleven wives and none of them loved him. 


Jason was rehearsing the questions in his head. Adam was looking in the 
window. 
Ramzan was filming videos with the frontal camera of his phone and 
uploading them on his LifeScript page. He was like, “Hello, everybody, 
don. Here I am, don, with my phone again, don, filming a video with it, 
don, for my blog, don. Here’s my friend, don, Jason, don, from America, 
don. He will interview, don, our dear president, don, Vladimir 
Vladimirovych, don. Make sure, don, to watch it, don, on YouTube, don. 
Jason, don, say hello, don.” Ramzan shoved his phone into Jason Shrinkle’s 
face. 
“Hi!” the journalist said and waved his hand. 
Ramzan Kadyrov started filming himself again. 
“This is my limousine, don, we’re sitting in the seats, don, while the driver 
is driving, don. I have a very expensive phone, don, I went to the store, don, 
and asked to give me the most expensive phone they had, don... I am a 
little nervous, don, because it’s a very important day, don. I have a meeting 
planned, don, with our dear Vladimir Vladimirovych, don. I will kiss his 
boot, don, for two hours, don. Not for one hour, don, as usual, don, because 
today, don, as I’ve said, don, is a very special day, don. Allah gave me the 
money, don, to buy this limousine, don. Look at my watch, don. My watch, 
don, is very expensive too, don. I bought it for 500 thousand dollars, don. It 
shows time, don, like other watches do, don. I’m dressed in the most 
expensive clothes I have, don. The most iconic brands, don. Extremely 
fashionable boots, don. I look like a Hollywood actor, don, on the red 
carpet, don... Don... Okay, I will upload more videos, don, later, don. If 
you want to watch, don, the inauguration, don, then just check my page, 
don, for updates, don.” 

kK ok 
To a wide hall inside the Kremlin palace, where walls and columns were 
golden, and carpets were red like Boris Nemtsov’s blood, a large crowd of 
ass-kissers, maniacs, murderers, priests and reporters had been summoned. 
Together, they sounded like a disorganized orchestra. These people only 
said what they’d been instructed to say. In many cases, unfortunately, it was 
what they actually believed in. 
Somewhere among the caricatures of humans, Steven Seagal was 
wandering in search of a free snack. 


The former actor’s life was sad and miserable, he still hadn’t fully 
recovered from ruining that one Chris Farley sketch in the early nineties. 
Since entering the Kremlin palace, Ramzan Kadyrov had already filmed a 
few shorts and uploaded them on his LifeScript. He had over three million 
subscribers there. 

Together with his three companions, Ramzan stood in the front row, about 
ten feet from a black tribune Vladimir Putin was about to deliver his speech 
from. 

Another person in the front row was none other than Kirya the Pope. Kirya 
the Pope was an old bishop, armed with a golden cross, who was the 
ambassador of Christian God in Russia. 


For years, the two main responsibilities of Kirya the Pope had been: 

1) bringing kids to Vladimir Putin. 

Kirya the Pope had a group of professional human traffickers working for 
him, they operated in the occupied regions of Ukraine, Georgia and 


Moldova. They brought children to the bishop, and he then brought them to 
his president. 
Putin had a thing. He liked to kiss little boys in their bellies. 
2) make Russians believe that whatever Vladimir Putin wanted to do was 
highly moral and requested by God himself. 
For the past two years, it had mainly concerned the war in Ukraine. Kirya 
frequently stood in front of some religious fanatics and was like, “The more 
people we kill — the more souls God and his friend Satan get! But it’s not 
only about religion! It’s also about Russia. If there are people who don’t 
want to kiss our boot, they might one day hurt us! This world should be 
preserved for us and for those who kiss our boot! Killing people in Ukraine 
makes God proud and satisfied, and it makes Russia safe! So, enlist now!” 
Kirya the Pope always held his golden cross when preaching. The cross was 
actually a gun, disguised as a cross. It was decorated with diamonds, rubies 
and sapphires, although there was absolutely no practical need for that. 
While Kirya the Pope represented Christian God, Ramzan Kadyrov 
represented Allah. Nobody could see the deities, obviously, but in a certain 
way they were there to support the mass murderer. 
This is, in my opinion, one of the main problems. Putin has got both God 
and Allah on his side. I know the West is helping Ukraine and everything, 
but what weapon can stop such a force? The two dudes who created the 
world according to some old books support Putin. Look at Israel, for 
example. They are equipped way better than Ukraine and they can’t even 
take out Allah alone. All they’ve managed to do so far is to kill thousands 
of civilians. 

oR KK 
Finally, the inauguration ceremony began. The tall gates were opened by 
two young guards, and Vladimir Putin entered the hall. He strolled on the 
bloody carpet in his usual manner, keeping his right hand steady and 
swaying his lefty, smirking at all the guests who admirably looked at him 
and applauded. Ramzan Kadyrov started filming another video. 
“This is our president, don, Vladimir Vladimirovych, don. He’s walking, 
don, towards the tribune, don, because he’s gonna, don, give a speech, don, 
because it’s his inauguration, don. Today is his inauguration, don, and I am 
filming it, don, with my phone, don!” 


The ex-KGB agent approached the stand, put his hand on the constitution 
he had previously rewritten in order to stay in power for five more years, 
and commenced his sincere oath. 

“While being the president of the Russian Federation, I swear: to not give a 
damn about the constitution of the Russian Federation, to strip people of 
their sovereignty and independence, to send my people to die in foreign 
countries because this is kinda my thing, to murder people in foreign 
countries because they don’t want to kiss my boot, to use propaganda in 
order to force both my people and people in other countries to believe that 
what I’m doing is somehow noble and beautiful, to be a dick, to kiss many 
more of little boys’ bellies, to use the Russian police force to beat up young 
students and old ladies, to arrest decent people, to become the person of the 
year for the second time. I swear.” 

“Amen.” murmured Kirya the Pope to himself. Vladimir Putin was 
inaugurated for the fifth time. Nobody was surprised. Everybody was 
cheering, except for Steven Seagal, who was still trying to find himself a 
free snack. 

After the oath had been taken, the old new president and Kirya the Pope got 
into the presidential limousine and were driven to the Main Cathedral of the 
Russian Armed Forces. 

It was almost like a usual cathedral, it had images of saints, images of 
Christ, lighted candles, all this typical cathedral stuff. But also, it had a 
huge mosaic depicting the Soviet Armed Forces in the uniform and with 
ammunition. So, on the walls, you could see guns next to crosses and vice 
versa. 

In the cathedral, Vladimir Vladimirovych Putin had to be blessed by God 
himself. Through Kirya the Pope, of course. The president and his 
warmongering bishop stood among the saints and Kirya the Pope was like, 
“Jesus Christ is blessing you, Vladimir! I can feel it, I swear to God!” 

It was a blatant lie, because at that moment Christ was sitting in a hotel 
room in London, writing Just Stop Oil on a big posterboard. He was 
planning to block petroleum tankers with it. His mind was far from Russia. 
When the cathedral part of the ceremony was over, Putin and Kirya the 
Pope hugged and the president went back to the Kremlin. Now, he was to 
have a meeting with Ramzan Kadyrov. They shook hands, were 
photographed by a hired paparazzi, and then left alone. 


“Vladimir Vladimirovych, today, don, I would like to kiss your boot, don, 
for two hours, don. It’s a special day, don. Five is a very special number, 
don.” 
“Sure, Ramzan.” Putin said and smiled. 

oR OK AK 
Two and a half hours later, Vladimir Putin was shaking hands with Jason 
Shrinkle, who was boiling with excitement. 


In the office, there were also two camera guys and three massive bald 
bodyguards with chins so square they looked like robots. On a little wooden 
cabinet by the door was placed Jason’s present, still in the box. He had 
decided to give it to the president after the interview. 

“So, we can begin, I think.” Putin said. 

“Sure, Vladimir Vladimirovych, whenever you’re ready.” 

“T am ready, let’s sit down.” 


They sat down in two chairs opposing each other. 

“Mr. President... Right now we have the biggest land war in Europe since 
World War Two. It didn’t start in 2022, but in 2014, in Crimea and in the 
East of Ukraine. This is where I would like to start. What were the reasons 
to invade then?” 

Putin raised his eyebrows and began talking rather quietly, “It all started 
with Victor Yanukovych.” 

“The president of Ukraine who was ousted in 2014 due to the illegal coup?” 
“Well, the illegal-coup thing is just an instrument of our information 
warfare, but yes. He was elected as the president of Ukraine in 2010. He 
had a quality which is very important to me. He was really good at kissing 
my boot. You know Ramzan Kadyrov, right?” 

“Of course!” 

“Ramzan gives my boot a good kissing, but it took him a long time to learn. 
Whereas Yanukovych... he was born to kiss my boot. And to have such a 
person as the president of a neighboring country is very useful. You want to 
kill someone in his country — no one is stopping you. Like it’s your own 
country. Yanukovych had an amazing potential, I wanted him to be in 
charge of Ukraine for years. We would’ve eventually changed their 
constitution, like we did here. Or we would’ve burned their old constitution 
and written a new one, which would’ve allowed him to be the president 
forever. And, of course, J would’ve been in charge. But, in 2014, these 
people decided to oust him.” 

“And this is when the war started.” 

“Yes. It was a great opportunity to spill blood. The country was in turmoil, 
there were a lot of folks in the East of Ukraine who wanted to kiss my boot. 
A few protesters got killed. And I looked at all of it and thought, Why not 
start a war?” 

“Because if you want peace, you will try everything you can to keep it, 
right? You won’t just straight up steal a piece of land.” 

“Sure. We wanted to kill people who didn’t want to kiss the boot and take 
as many territories as we could. All this talk about history, about Donetsk, 
Luhansk, Kherson, Zaporizhzhya, Odessa and Crimea being historically 
parts of Russia — all of this is just an excuse. As well as the Nazi narrative. 
Of course, there are radicals in Ukraine who are fighting against the 
Russian army right now. We have our radicals as well, I don’t give a shit. 


Radicals or not — I don’t care. I just wanted to exterminate those who 
opposed kissing my boot. It’s all about having this influence.” 

“Yes! This is, like, why I... Honestly, I so admire what you’re doing, Mr. 
President. I have been telling from the day one of this invasion of yours — 
we should support Russia. We gotta have big and strong allies. Who the hell 
cares about Ukraine?” 

“Sure. Ukraine is nothing, their leader is a joke. He doesn’t know how to 
convey himself, he’s not even a politician. Have you heard him talk?” 

“Of course!” 

“Just a clown, nothing more. Regarding the country itself — look, if I wish, 
tomorrow, there will be no Ukraine. But, nuclear bombs exist so that we 
don’t use them. Too much death too quickly. There should be a threat of it, 
but if you drop one on a city, for example, imagine how many men die 
whom you could’ve killed yourself, with your gun, looking them in the 
eyes, imagine how many women that could’ve been raped are just 
evaporated in a second. This is not how you do politics. That’s why I'm not 
a big fan of the bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki.” 

“T know, right? Sometimes I imagine myself being there, going to Nagasaki 
and shooting people at close range, it excites me so much!” 

“Who knows, maybe you’!l have an opportunity, right now Japan is in a 
different camp than you are.” 

“Yeah, who knows?” 

“You have never killed anybody, have you?” 

“No, Mr. President.” 

Putin smiled. 

“Again, maybe you’ll have a chance.” 

“I... hope so... We were talking about 2014.” 

“Yes. Once Yanokovych was out, I decided to make a move in Crimea. 
There was very little resistance, the guys who were then in power in Kyiv 
did not want a serious escalation there. So, they just withdrew their forces 
from the peninsula and we smoothly took over. Of course, there were 
people unwilling to kiss my boot. We started targeting them.” 

“As far as I know, you made it legal right away to kidnap and kill Crimean 
Tatars.” 

“Yes. Crimean Tatars have a very tense history with the Soviet Union that I 
like very much, so they were a rather dangerous minority. You gotta get rid 


of dangerous minorities if you can. And we absolutely could. I am proud to 
say that right now in Crimea, there is not one Crimean Tatar left.” 

“All dead?” 

“Yes. They were all sold for organs, which is good, actually. They 
contributed to our economy, although involuntarily.” 

“Genius!” 

“And these protesters — they just didn’t want to kiss my boot. That’s why 
they ousted Yanukovych. He was so good! And see what they did to him?” 
“Was Yanukovych the main trigger?” 

“There were other reasons. The main one, I’d say, was Ukrainians 
themselves. I deeply care about these people. They... for years, they had 
lived in the same information bubble with us, Ukrainians and Russians had 
watched the same TV shows and kissed the same boot. But then, at some 
point, a minority in Ukraine decided they were something different and that 
they didn’t want to kiss the boot anymore. And a lot of people bought into 
this. What I know for sure, and there are a lot of facts that can prove it: the 
majority of people in Ukraine would’ve been okay with kissing my boot 
had I let them live. You have a job, you have a loved one, you have a home 
in tact, it’s worth kissing the boot once in a while. Because... here’s the 
thing.” 

“Yes, Mr. President?” 

“T see you get what I am saying, right? You understand why I cherish this 
power over people I have.” 

“Of course!” 

“There was a very good director, a Russian director, his name was Alexey 
Balabanov. He made a movie called Gruz 200. My favorite film, have you 
watched it?” 

“No, unfortunately.” 

“T recommend. I rewatch it at least twice a month. The movie is about a 
policeman who kidnaps a young girl. There’s a scene, where she’s crying, 
begging him to let her go, telling him she’s a virgin, threatening that her 
fiance is a very strong soldier who’s now serving in Afghanistan and he will 
revenge for her. The policeman tells the girl to take her panties off and get 
on all fours. She does, because she realizes he can kill her. The man then 
pulls her skirt up, takes a bottle and rapes the girl with it. I get goosebumps 
just by talking about this scene!” 


“Yeah, I haven’t watched the movie, but it’s... it sounds amazing.” 

“Every time he does it to her, I get hard. This is why the film is genius. It 
shows you what is the most exciting thing a man can feel. True power. 
When you order to do something people would normally never do, and they 
do it because they are afraid of you. They do it because they have no 
choice. Let’s say a man in Vladivostok registers a page on LifeScript and 
starts writing some nasty things about me, right? Now, we know everything 
about him, we know what his job is, we know whether or not he has 
children, his family, his relatives — all of this we know, right? I can tell a 
few of my men, ‘Go pay him a visit.’ They go there. They knock on his 
door and say, ‘You either open it or we break it down and murder everyone 
inside.’ He opens the door. If he has a wife or a daughter — my men grab 
her, tear her clothes off and tell this man, ‘You either stop running your 
mouth, or we take her with us, play with her for a couple of days, kill her 
and send you her body in a box.’ You think he won’t stop?” 

“He most certainly will.” 

“Yes. Nobody even needs to get raped, but there should always be a threat, 
that’s what I’m saying. And if he does it again — then we act in a more 
Serious way.” 

“Rape his daughter for real this time.” Jason said. This talk gave him a 
boner. 

“And knowing what happened to this man and his family, fewer people are 
gonna try to make the same mistake. This is the beauty. You most likely 
won’t have any problems if you just keep kissing the boot. People in 
Ukraine — they have been fed with these terrible lies for years. Good portion 
of them still think they can win, but it’s not a critical number. Look what’s 
happening there now. The country has about thirty million people and they 
have tremendous problems with their mobilization. Because with every 
passing day, more and more people are realizing there’s a different way, a 
better way. Russia is bigger and stronger, it’s not going anywhere. You 
should just accept it, kiss the boot and live your life. And if you don’t want 
to live this reality — just emigrate somewhere. If you go to America, for 
example, and you don’t talk shit about me or my rich friends, you’ll have a 
good life. Just accept us. Accept that I have this power over you. Because I 
do. As I've said, I can destroy Ukraine in one day. This is the objective 


reality. Power rules the world. And we are stronger. Courage means nothing 
if you’re outnumbered.” 

“Of course!” 

“There was a guy, his name was Pavel, if I remember correctly. He lived in 
Odessa. In 2014, he was among the pro-Ukrainian protesters, who didn’t let 
us install our puppet government there, like we did in Donetsk and 
Luhansk. They clashed with the pro-Russian protesters. Pavel was on the 
street, fighting for Ukraine to stay in power there. Unfortunately, they 
prevailed at the time. But then, when we attacked in 2022, one of our 
rockets hit the apartment building Pavel lived in, killing his wife and three 
kids. That should have made him realize there was no point in trying to stop 
the boot. Instead, he joined the Ukrainian army. Take a guess, where is he 
now?” 

“Dead?” 

“Yes. All because he was a fool fighting for a lost cause. If we had 
succeeded in Odessa in 2014, maybe he and his family would still be alive 
today. And nobody would’ve even raped his wife, probably. Look at 
Crimea. There are a lot more women who haven’t been raped after the 
annexation. Look at Russia. You think every woman here is raped? No. 
Ramzan and his boys don’t just go around shooting people in the head. But 
there should always be a threat of it. You should remember it and kiss the 
boot. There’s a saying in Russia: Khochesh zhit — tselui botinok, skotina. It 
means: As long as you kiss the boot, you’Il be okay. Nemtsov didn’t kiss the 
boot, look at what happened to him. Politkovskaya didn’t kiss the boot. By 
the way, her death was actually a gift for my birthday. Ramzan did it for 
me.” 

“Of course!” 

“You see what I mean? We’re not gonna rape every woman, we won’t burn 
every house, we won’t kill every man. If we do — who’s gonna kiss the 
boot? Ghosts? I don’t know about you, but I don’t believe in ghosts. Alive 
people should do it. They should understand: if they don’t, we’ll make their 
lives miserable or just kill them.” 

“How long do you think the war will last?” 

“Until we kill every Ukrainian who is ready to fight against the boot. We 
will win, there’s no doubt about it. Your country will not always support 
Ukraine. Here, in Russia, people are ready to die for my boot. They may 


say it’s for some other reason, like Nazis in Ukraine, homosexuals in 
Europe, whatever. We know the majority of people in Ukraine, the real 
Ukrainians, are ready to live with the boot too. It’s just that this aggressive 
minority, the idiots who think the boot is inherently bad, they are now in 
power in Ukraine. Check the news. Some blogger there, just a week ago, he 
said, ‘Hey, maybe the boot is not that bad after all?’ The very next day, 
SBU knocked on his door. Ukraine is basically a totalitarian country which 
oppresses people who are not ready to sacrifice their lives fighting with the 
boot. This minority, whatever you call them (in our information war, we call 
them Nazis), these people are our enemies and they will all be 
exterminated. It’s inevitable, just look at the numbers. We will get rid of 
them, we will take over Ukraine, we will install a puppet government...” 
“Yanukovych?” 

“Umm... It’s a possibility. He’s a good boot kisser. Yes, maybe we’ || make 
Yanukovych the president. And everything will become normal again. Like 
nothing has ever happened. Ukrainians will watch Goluboi ogoniok, their 
politicians will ask my Chechens to kill annoying journalists, Stalin and 
Pushkin monuments will be erected in every city, Ukrainian children will 
study Lermontov in schools... I can go on, but you get the idea.” 

“IT do. And what is your position on the United States?” 

“T think you’re playing a game you shouldn’t play. You are a super power, 
just like we are. You have military bases all over the world. We should be 
working together.” 

“That’s exactly what J think. Imagine how many people we could enslave 
and kill together!” 

“Right. If we were to work as a team, we could pretty much do anything. 
Who could stop us? No one. We could kill every person in Iceland and turn 
the whole country into our personal resort. For Americans and Russians 
only. And all these international organizations, like the UN Council, they 
wouldn’t exist, we wouldn’t need them. We would just talk to each other on 
the phone. ‘Hey, we’re gonna invade Poland and kill everybody there, you 
mind?’ ‘No, of course not, can we help?’ ‘No, no, no, that’s okay, we’ ll do 
it ourselves.’ ‘Oh, okay, love you, bye.’ ‘Bye.’ This is how it should be. If 
only you had the right person in the office.” 

“T hope the upcoming election will solve this problem.” 

“Well, I don’t know. We’|I see.” 


“Yeah, we’ll see. So, in Ukraine, you will go to the end?” 

“T have the resource. They’re already experiencing problems with 
mobilizing people. There's a serious problem with democracy and free 
speech, people start valuing their lives more than they should. Ideally, you 
should turn your country into an animal farm. As a farmer, you can kill one 
of your skotinas any time and there won’t be a revolt, no skotina will leave 
your farm because you’ve done it. Butcher one skotina, make others watch. 
As long as it’s not them, they won’t care, they won’t group up and kill you 
in your sleep. They will just continue being your skotinas. This is what your 
people should be. You should be able to do anything to them, without a fear 
they might respond in a violent way. You should eradicate this possibility. 
This is what we’re doing in Ukraine. Everybody who is trying to violently 
oppose being my skotina and kissing my boot, will die. Those who don’t 
want to be my skotinas but also are reluctant to sacrifice their lives fighting 
against it, will emigrate somewhere if we give them a chance. And those 
who will stay will be my skotinas, they will kiss my boot and I won’t kill 
them. As simple as that.” 

“IT hope you succeed in Ukraine as soon as possible.” 

“Jason, I would’ve already succeeded hadn’t it been for your country.” 

“T know, Mr. President, but... I did not vote for the president we have right 
now, you should know that.” 

“Oh, trust me, I know.” said Putin and winked at Jason. 

“Right... Well, okay, Mr. President, you have pretty much said everything I 
craved to ask you about. It was... a great pleasure talking to you, Vladimir 
Vladimirovych.” 

“The pleasure is mine, Mr. Shrinkle.” 

Jesus! I’ve almost forgotten! 

“Mr. President, I... have a present for you, from all the American people 
who truly believe in your cause.” 

“Oh, let’s see.” 

Shrinkle went up to the little cabinet and came back with the box in his 
hands. 

“Mr. President, it was made just a week ago, I ordered it specifically for 
you.” 

He put the box on the table. Putin glanced at it. 

“May I open it?” he asked jokingly. 


“Of course, Mr. President!” 

Putin opened the box. Inside, was a new clean American flag. 

“Uh-huh, thank you, Mr. Shrinkle.” Putin picked up the flag, looked at it 
with a grin. “Our flags are not so different, don’t you think?” 

“Yes! I agree, Mr. President.” 

“Okay, now, you can turn off the cameras, I also have a little present for 
you. You have already learned about the Chechen hospitality, now it’s time 
for you to learn about ours. Slava, go get them.” Putin said to one of his 
bodyguards. The tall man nodded and disappeared in the door. The two 
camera men followed, leaving their equipment in the room. 

“Mr. President, you shouldn’t have... done anything.” 

“No, no, no, you’ve done a really important job and you have to be 
rewarded for it. Today’s America won’t reward you, I know they’ve already 
called you a spy and a traitor.” 

“Well... Yeah, I...” 

“Don’t worry. If there’s ever any problem, you can come to us and we’re 
gonna give you a new home. We’ve done it for Edward Snowden, a great 
friend of Russia, who, by the way, received a Russian citizenship while we 
were murdering people in Ukraine in 2022. What a nice guy. I think you 
should meet him while you’re here.” 

“Oh, you think so? I don’t have his...” 

“T can call him, he’ll come to see you.” 

“Oh, that would be... amazing, Mr. President.” 

“No worries. Okay, here’s Slava. Get them over here, Slava, put them on 
their knees.” 

Two people were led into the room. They both had black bags on their 
heads and hands tied behind their backs. But based on their physique, they 
were a man and a woman. Slava powered them down on their knees. Putin 
made a signal with his finger. The bags were taken off. The two had their 
mouths duct-taped. The woman was about thirty, she had short blonde hair 
and partial heterochromia. Her right eye was totally blue, while a little part 
of the left eye was green. The man was a rather big fella, about forty, 
muscular, with a bald skull and a red beard. At first the prisoners squirmed 
from the light. Then, as they recognized who was standing in front of them, 
their faces filled with horror. 

“You see them, Jason? See the look on their faces?” 


“Yes, Mr. President.” 

“They aren’t as courageous now as they used to be, that’s for sure. These 
are Ukrainian soldiers, captured about a week ago.” 

“The woman too?” 

“Yeah, they have women in the military.” 

“Wow, I didn’t know that.” 

“Uh-huh. In the infantry. Again, look at this poor girl. Maybe nobody 
would’ve even touched her if they had simply sacrificed their state. But 
now, she’s gonna die. This is my present for you, Jason. Slava, give him 
your gun.” 

“Oh... I... don’t know, Vladimir Vladimirovych.” Jason’s voice started 
trembling. 

“You say you’ve never killed anyone?” 

“I... haven't.” 

“Jason, you gotta start killing at some point. Haven’t you dreamed about 
this?” 

“Yes, I... am just a bit nervous.” said the propagandist and took the gun. 
“But... whom do [ kill?” 

“Choose. You kill one, I will kill the other. I wanted to kill them both, but 
today I thought, Oh, I have Jason as a guest, maybe I’Il let him kill one. My 
gift for you.” 

“Thank you...” 

Jason glanced at the cameras. They had already been turned off. 

No, they wouldn't film me doing this. I am their friend, I've brought them a 
flag! Come on, don't be paranoid... This is such a great gift! Whom do I 
kill? 

The Ukrainian man was staring at Jason. That look scared the propagandist. 
The woman had closed her eyes. It looked like she was in some kind of a 
trance. Jason aimed the gun at her head and pulled the trigger. The woman 
shivered and fell to the floor. Putin took the gun out of Jason’s hand. “Good 
boy!” 

“Thank you, Mr. President.” he was shaking. It seemed like the collar of his 
white shirt was on fire. Jason loosened his tie a bit. Putin aimed the gun. He 
did it with much more confidence than the journalist. 

In less than a minute, the two lives had been shattered like porcelain cups. 
“Slava, dispose of the bodies.” 


“Will do, Vladimir Vladimirovych.” 

It was quickly done. 

Fifteen minutes later, a cleaning lady entered the office to wash the blood 
off the floor. 


OK KOK 


The interview with Putin was published on May 9", when Russians 
celebrated the Victory Day. As usual, they held a military parade on the Red 
Square in Moscow. Vladimir Putin delivered a speech, saying that Russia 
was very cool. In the end he said, “Today, we’re launching our new 
offensive, the purposes of which are: to send our soldiers to die, to kill more 
Ukrainian soldiers, and, most importantly, to kill more Ukrainian civilians! 
Collateral damage, everybody!” 

“Amen.” whispered Kirya the Pope to himself. 

“Allahu Akbar.” whispered Ramzan Kadyrov. 

And all the people present there started clapping and chanting, “Putin! 
Putin! Putin!” They didn’t just do it three times, they kept going, but I don’t 
want to waste too much space on this crap. 

So, the new Russian offensive began. 

The interview was intentionally released on that date. Jason Shrinkle 
uploaded the video on his channel and at the same time, the Russian troops 
started moving into Ukraine from the northeast. 

Having watched the interview in its entirety, a random American man with 
long mustache wearing a red cap, re-posted the video to his LifeScript page, 
commenting, At least Putin is honest and knows history and stuff, unlike 
the bastard we have in the office right now. 


DICTIONARY 


Goluboi ogoniok — a program they show in Russia on New Year's Eve. 
Basically, it's a bunch of Russian celebrities doing parodies, singing and 
dancing. 

Skotina — a farm animal 

Suka — a bitch 

Tupaya — stupid 


